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Has ber Forehead no bluſh on 
Such Proſhedis jo puth 6n, . 
As was raiſe her Welsh Beir to Three Crowns from @ Cu- 
To who, fplatternails, _ ( shion 
Does her tell her sham Tales ? 


Has her none to put 8rich on but her Nation of Wales, 
| Roguy Sheluir, 


Engliſh-man, 


(Conc Gallants, let's tender 
Thoſe Hearts we ſurrender 
t the bleſt Corenation of our Faiths great Defender, 
Now Glory ſhal Rule : 
No more Popiſh Edgee»tool ; | 
Thanks Heay*n,of a knave we ve ar laſt made a Fool, 


of a Jeſuit, 


0h ! topay her 01d ſcore, 
Had her Son of a whore 
Th' High-Commiſſion-Court Sham, On a Ladder as high as her own Penmenmour 
; Feff-e:s, Devil and Dam, W as her once but traſſ*d p, 

Once maul*d our poor Church with the Popes batt*cing Till her cut the Ripe, 


Bur the great Sleeves of Lawn (Ram; Her might hang there till dyoms day, her [i elf and hey Pope 


- No more ſhall be drawn | for a Sheſuit, 
SaWvny. 


Into Nooſes and Goals by the impudent Spawn 
of a Feſurt. | 
T v2 Pope thar faw Turk, 
20 fleelp-as weerk, 
With aw bis caw Xn ps to pull down the Rirk, 
Now the Pange, our Scotch plague, 
Dn that Scariet Mb9Se-Yags 
And 2deel ſplie the wem,the luggs.and the ceag 


of the Jeſuir, 
Foz awd Jemmy*s ſad folly, 
With Juggy and Dolly | 
.  Ffe dance 8 Scotch Jig foz bonny Willy and Molly 
wWitth Jockey and Sawny, 
Aw jads teugh andb2awny, 
weeſe d2ub thefawface,aw biack, blew, 6 tawnpy, 


| of the Jelvir, 
Monſieur, 


De Rogue Engliſh trick ? 
Dat de poor Catolick 
. Shon'd be kick, Knock, & tump,% run down to 01d Nijcb, 
All Faith we muſt break, | Bur begar, de Vengeabce 
For Law,Oaths,and Goſpel are all Bonds roo weak Of my Mater of France 
for a Jeſutr, Sall lead Enplish Heretick-dog a French Dance, 


Who but they and their Crew 

Poor James could undo, 
And loſe him his Hononr and Diadem too; 
> By Petres falſe meaſure, 


;- Tir unfortunate Ceſar, 

rs (alas ) oura grazing, like Ne5xchadneryar, 

F by the Jeſuit. 

| With your Chancellor falſe Steward, 

| Romes Scholar ſo toward, 

Four Caſftlemain Nuntia and your Cardinal Howard, 

; You haye out-done the ſhot 
Of your Ganpowder Plor, 

And blown vp the credulous James; have ye not ? 

ye falſe Jeſuit, 

Our Freedoms and Charters 
Were the firft of your martyrs, 

For Rome had begun to take ap her kead Quarters 
Her vengeance to wreak, 


With yohr ly falſe preambles, for de Jeſuit, 
> For your dear Stakes and Shambles, Salt Lewis fit till 2 
And goring 3 Kingdoms With the old Thorns and Bram» Vat fool, tink he will, 

What Engines infernal ( bles; When old Fame and he ſo long piſs in a Quil ? 

A the Pepiſh-Diurnal, No, Bougre Garſoon, 
Po fill the whole world with Treaſons cternal with Afonfieur Dagroon, 

but the Jeſuit, Begar we Come ore, and fight blood and woon 
for de Jeſuit» 


Taffy. 


A Sheſuit, that Sheater, 

Rogue, Villain, and Traytor ' 

®) the fleſh of her pones, her Welſh plood riſes at her, * 
' Pery fine, Shentlefolbs, 

| 4Welsh Heir, with aÞox, 

War ber get her a Prince in a Shuglers Box? 

Y | Cunning Sheluir, 


Dough Jemmy Monſier,"\ 

(-Pox taka Myn-heer } 
Has loft a de Crown of de damn A4ng!:tere ; 

In Eerland, brave boy, | 

With Vive le Roy 
We crewn him again a new Monarch deat-joy 

for #e Jeſuit, 
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Teague, 


) Ub 4 boo! Bub! oh hone! 
The Broder of the ſon, 
And de $hild of mee Moder de poor Teagne undone / 
Pull down Maſs«houſe and Altar, 
. And burn Virgin Pſalter, f 
And make hang upon Prieſt, and no friend cut de Halter : 
of poot Jeſuit, 
W hen Teague firſt came 0're 
To de Engleand Shore, 
W1d,6,7,8, Thouſand Irish Lads, all and more : 
Teague was Promiſt good Farhion, 
Great Eftate in de Natlicn, _ 
Wid all London in his pocket, upon mee shaulWashion 
| by de Jeſuits 
But when de Bore Dutch, 
Got Teague in hts clutch, : 
Stead of make great eftate,and Chreeſ knows what much | 
Damn'd Heretieh Dogue 
M ade Teague a poor Rogue, 
Turn'd him to mabe ſtarve widout Shoe or broge3 
for de jeſuitz 
But I'le beg Captaint Blaaih . | 
Of de ſweet Eyes and Bagh 
Of mee Dear«joy Tyrconnel his Majefties Graash ; 
And fight like a Aero, 
By mee thaul a MackeNero, 
Cut Trogt for Shaint Patrick, and ſing Lilli burlero 


M pnheer , for de jeſuic 


SED cut-weafon Skellom. 
And let Myn-heer tell 'on, ; 
F083} Englonds great Pogan 6 Dogan L020 Willem 
And the dear Engtiſh-mons, 
Their Cburch, Laws, and Londs, 


Uan Dutch-londers fight with all bearts «bonds 
oa\nft the jeſuir. 


Engliſh-man. 
Ay thou ſo, Friend Myneheer ? 
Thea adicu to all fear, : 
Frans, lreland,Pope,Devil,come all if you dare z* # 
Come Lads, let's be jogging, : 
The French Ears want lugging, C ging 
And Teague, and Tyrconnel's falſe Hide maſt have flog: 
Y for the jeſuit, 


Whilſt kind Dutch Tarpanlin” . 
With Engidsb-boys fall in, 
And beth our ſtout Nayys proud Britdinfſhal wall in: 
No pope ſhal deftroy us, 
Nor Monſieur a8noy us, | 
Wich William and Marys'bleſt Reign toſofrejoy us 


V: Farewel jeſait, 
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